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as Coleridge calls her, alters her raiment for their pleasure.
The statue is concentrated to one moment of perfection. The
image stained upon the canvas possesses no spiritual element
of growth or change. If they know nothing of death, it is
because they know little of life, for the secrets of life and death
belong to those, and those only, whom the sequence of time
affects, and who possess not merely the present but the future,
and can rise or fall from a past of glory or of shame. Movement,
that problem of the visible arts, can be truly realized by
Literature alone. It is Literature that shows us the body in
its swiftness and the soul in its unrest.

Ernest. Yes; I see now what you mean. But, surely, the
higher you place the creative artist, the lower must the critic
rank.

Gilbert. Why so?

Ernest. Because the best that he can give us will be but an
echo of rich music, a dim shadow of clear-outlined form. It
may, indeed, be that life is chaos, as you tell me that it is; that
its martyrdoms are mean and its heroisms ignoble; and that it
is the function of Literature to create, from the rough material
of actual existence, a new world that will be more marvellous,
more enduring, and more true than the world that common
eyes look upon, and through which common natures seek to
realise their perfection. But surely, if this new world has been
made by the spirit and touch of a great artist, it will be a thing
so complete and perfect that there will be nothing left for the
critic to do. I quite understand now, and indeed admit most
readily, that it is far more difficult to talk about a thing than
to do it. But it seems to me that this sound and sensible maxim,
which is really extremely soothing to one's feelings, and should
be adopted as its motto by every Academy of Literature all
over the world, applies only to the relations that exist between
Art and Life, and not to any relations that there may be between
Art and Criticism.

Gilbert. But, surely, Criticism is itself an art. And just as
artistic creation implies the working of the critical faculty, and,
indeed, without it cannot be said to exist at all, so Criticism is
really creative in the highest sense of the word. Criticism is,
in fact, both creative and independent.

Ernest* Independent?

Gilbert. Yes; independent. Criticism is no more to be judged
by any low standard of imitation or resemblance than is the
work of poet or sculptor. The critic occupies the same relation